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he took off his white coat and spread it over the
camel's back. Having thus insured his life so far as
was humanh* possible, he became slightly more com-
posed. A menacing noise, which in his excitement
had sounded to him like something being sharpened
on a grindstone, he traced to the camel. He had heard
that peaceful munching sound before.
A moment later there came the measured tramp of
feet* The street corner glowed and grew suddenly
brilliant. A small posse of Sikh policemen carrying
lanterns, and with M'Whizzle at their head, appeared,
marching rapidly towards him. The slum again
buzzed like an angry hive. Above his head wooden
shutters banged open, and heads were craned forward.
From scraps of comment that reached him, together
with half a pail of water, he gathered that the advent
of irWhizzle's force was keenly resented, and there
were likely to be serious trouble.
He braced himself against the camel, and, happening
to glance at its head, noticed with indignation that it
was in the act of trying to swallow the last of his
master's hat
Making a sudden dive, he succeeded in rescuing
a piece of the brim, an evidence of guilt which
he at once exhibited when the Chief of the
Secret Police, together with his bodyguard of Sikhs,
arrived.
M'Whizzle promptly cancelled the orders he had
given for searching every house in the slum. He
shook his drawn sword threateningly at the camel's
nose, but put it hastily into the scabbard on the
animal's attempting to seize it with the evident ia-